Mediterranean Memories

CHAPTER I

SALISBURY PLAIN

OVERLOOKING a tiny Wiltshire village, the camp was
drowsy in the late July afternoon. An air of peace
hung over the hundreds of white tents which dotted
the hillside like monstrous toadstools* Beyond the
roadway and high hedge, the smooth, green,
undulating slopes of Salisbury Plain stretched
away like waves of an uneasy sea, and the unbroken
miles faded into the blue of the horizon,
, A breeze, growing stronger every moment,
came out of the west, and sped on its way to where,
over distant Devises, great masses of white doud
slid up into the pale blue of the sky* Before the
night was over there would be a thunder-storm*
To the left, the ground ran steeply downwards
to a thick hedge, out of which sprang numerous
tall and aged trees. Through the gaps between
the trunks, portions of roofs, red and mellowed with
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